LITTLE NIPPER 


I want to tell you about my baby 
brother. He is six months and six 
days old. He is so fond of biting 
people. One day, all of a sudden, he 
bit my mum and she found out that 
he had two 
teeth that had 
just started to 
come through. 
The other day 
he noticed that 
he had some 
toes and he 
bent over and 
bit them. He 
cried his eyes 
out and now he knows that it hurts 
when he bites other people. 
hirley Hyatt, 
London, S.W.17. 


TRAVELLER'S LAMENT 


Do they think it’s done for fun, 
Carrying school bags on the bus? 
Do we stick them into some 
Because we want to make a fuss? 
Do we step on people’s feet 
Because that’s what we like to do? 
And never offer up our seat 
Becaurse we fancy not to do? 


No! We hate our bags, they’re a pest. 

We cannot help their awkwardness. 

And prod people? There’s no room. 

And step on feet? 

If people didn’t sprawl them out, 

We'd reach the door and soon be out. 

And as for standing, who would stand 

With a three-foot hockey-bag in hand? 
Margaret Agnew, 
Newtown Abbey. 


=) WHO'S WHO? 


CLIP ROUND 
THE EARRING 


Have any of you got an old pair of 
shoes that still fit you, but are dull 
and plain? Well, here’s an idea to 
brighten them up. All you need is a 
large pair of mod earrings or a pair 
of large fancy buttons. You “just 
clasp the earrings anywhere on your” 
shoes. A few strong stitches will 
keep the buttons in place. This idea 
can be used on socks, blouses, etc. 
Karen Leach, 

Cardiff. 


MIDNIGHT TRAINED 


The other night I was lying in my 
bunk bed thinking when suddenly I 
heard my sister’s voice. She mumbled 
aloud, “Oh dear, I’ve lost half-a- 


crown under the bed. If you find it 
Tl give you a shilling.” As I was 
hard up, I began to search under the 
bed, not bothering to look at my 
drowsy sister or to put the light on. 
After five minutes of violent search- 
ing, I again heard her voice repeating 
the offer. I looked up and found my 
sister asleep. She had been sleep- 
talking! 
Janet Stevens, 
Liverpool 25. 


your P 


WRITE TO: 
LADY PENELOPE, 
167 FLEET STREET, 
LONDON, E.C.4 
(Comp.) 


If you would like a postal 
reply from Lady Penelope, 
please enclose a stamped, self- 


addressed envelope. 


‘What a disgrace—these boys that go 
about with long hair! It’s just as 
stupid as if girls tried to be boys. 
The other day I saw a boy with 
shoulder length hair. It was only by 
seeing that he was wearing men’s 
shoes that I recognised he was a boy 
and not a girl. There should be a 
law preventing boys growing their 
hair so long. What do you think? 
Sophie Lambert, 

London. 


As_a boy, I think it’s about time 
girls stopped pinching boys’ clothes. 
‘They wear trouser suits, shirts, 
waistcoats, even caps, and have their 
hair cut like boys’. Don’t girls want 
to look like girls anymore ? 

Barry 


Two letters with a slight difference of 
opinion ! I’m sure lots of you will want to 
voice your opinions on boys? and girl? 
fashion. 


shillings! 
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SOUVENIR STICKS 


I am writing to you about my 
unusual hobby of collecting lollipop 
sticks. Every time I visit the cinema, 
I buy an ice-lolly, keep the stick, 
and then write the name of the film 
on it. I then put the stick away in a 
tiny treasure box. 
Diane Carr, 
Blackpool. 


This is a great idea, except perhaps for 
the times when one does not really feel 
like a lollipop. But I suppose you manage 
to force one down, Diane, despite the 
personal hardship ! 


Incidentally, what unusual items do other 
readers collect ? I'd like to hear about 
them, so write and tell me ! 


st, 


NO KEN DO 


My hobby is kendo. You may not 
have heard of it—it’s Japanese 
sword fencing. The uniform you 
have to wear is called a hakamor and 
jacket. A hakamor is a sloppy baggy 
pair of trousers which reach the 
floor., They are black and pleated. I 
am saving up for a sword. I have a 
pound but I’m afraid I will need a 
lot more. The sword is called a 
snia. It is made of split bamboo 
canes, and has a leather handle. 
Jacky Gemmell, 
Southsea. 


You seem to have chosen a very danger- 
ous but exciting hobby. I do hope you 
will be careful when you get your sword. 


BOYD 
WATCHING 


I don’t understand the girls who go 
off their favourite pop idols as soon 
as they get married. I’m crazy 
about George Harrison, and have 


been ever since the Beatles became 

famous, and I’m really glad that he 

has married Pattie Boyd. I hope 
they'll be very happy. 

Marianne Ross, 

Glasgow. 


I thought perhaps you might like to 
see this lovely photograph of Pattie and 
George together, taken on the beach at 
Barbados. 


JUST MY DUCK! 


One day last summer my friend and 
I were playing in the park when we 
found a baby duck. There wasn’t 
any water nearby, so we wondered 
how it got there. I took it home and 
looked after it and brought it up as 
my pet. I fed him with cockles and 
winkles. I took him out twice a day, 
and he used to follow me every- 
where I went. He had a little house 
in the garden. When he grew up I 
took him to a pond and let him go. 
I go and see him sometimes. 
Christine Pepper, 
Portsmouth. 


It must have been very hard for you to 
part with him, but you did the right 
thing—I always think it is cruel to keep 
naturally wild creatures in captivity. 
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WE WISH TO THANK THE UNITED NETWORK COMMAND FOR LAW AND ENFORCEMENT 


Napoleon and Illya are looking for : 

Professor Hauffman, a Nazi scientist. f WE'RE NEARLY 

Rowena Brown, a girl hitch-hiker, is 3 . THERE, NAPOLEON -IT'S ROUND 

leading them to Hauffman'’s hideout, 8 THE MEXT BEND ! 

when they are attacked by a Thrush . a s : 

helicopter. Napoleon shoots 
it down... 
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Here's the final instalment 
Thomson's amazing story, 


Because the strange powers of an ancient 
ring give her the ability to talk to dogs, Cathy 
plunged 
adventure. An Alsatian tracker dog, Sultan, 
holds the only clue to the trail of an escaped 
master-spy .. . and at the request of Lady 


Thomson finds 


erself 


PUM ML Ms 


of Cathy 
from Lady 
Penelope's top secret file number 8228... 


! 


into 


Penelope, Cathy teams up with Sultan to 


track him down... 


TSU Us MLL Ms Te MSs 


ADY PENELOPE CREIGHTON- 
WARD stood well back in the 
shadows of a clump of trees and 

focused her field-glasses carefully on 
the two distant figures . . . mere 
specks on the wild moorland horizon. 

“So far, Parker,” she said, “so 
good. Sultan seems to have taken to 
Cathy, in spite of his devotion to his 
master.” Lady Penelope thought of 
the Alsatian’s regular handler, lying 
unconscious in hospital where a blow 
on the head from Richter, the escaped 
spy, had put him. 

Sultan had been completely un- 
approachable until Cathy appeared 
on the scene. Then his suspicion had 
gradually given way, and finally he 
decided to trust her. 

Now the dog (he was a bit of a 
boaster on the quiet) was casting 
about impatiently amongst the heather 
and the bracken, his nose twitching 
rapidly. Occasionally he’d mumble. 
“Got it...” or “Ah! Here it is.” But 
then he’d shake his head and snuffle, 
and Cathy would relax and sigh, and 
carry on plodding along in his wake. 

“Do you really think you can 
memorise Richter’s scent, Sultan?” 
Cathy looked down at him doubt- 
fully. “Tell the truth, now.” 

“Yes, yes,” snapped Sultan, a little 
impatiently. “There’s been no rain at 
all to wash it away, d’you see?” 

“What exactly happened when you 
and your master caught up with 
Richter before?” asked Cathy. 

Sultan paused in mid-sniff and 
looked about him reflectively. “Richter 
was rather clever,” he said. “He 
doubled back on his track, and hid up 
a tree. Then he dropped a large stone 
on my master’s head as we passed 


below. Unfortunately, my master had 
me on a short chain, and it tangled 
round his arm as he fell. Richter 
simply took the piece of cloth we'd 
used as a scent-trace from my. 
master’s hand, and there was nothing 
I could do to stop him. Now if 
only...” 

Sultan broke off, and the hairs on 
his back began to bristle. For the 
umpteenth time, his nose began its 
furious twitching . . . but this time, 
Cathy had the feeling that it was 
more than another false alarm. 

“I’ve got it! Yes—I’ve really got 
it!” The Alsatian’s voice was low and 
triumphant, and he began to run 
forward at a crouch. 

“Hold on! Not so fast!” Cathy 
broke into a stumbling trot behind 
him. “Is it an old scent? Can you 
tell?” 

Sultan sounded excited. “No, it 
jolly well isn’t! It’s very fresh indeed! 
At a rough guess, Richter passed 
this way no more than a couple of 
hours ago!” 


ONRAD RICHTER was a small, 

stocky man, excellent at worm- 
ing his way into official circles, 
smooth-tongued, brilliant with a 
micro-camera. Every inch a master 
spy: 

But Konrad Richter was only 
human, and now he was tired, cold, 
unshaven, hungry . . . and utterly 
fed up. He had escaped from prison 
in light working clothes. He had no 
money, no weapons, no gadgets, and 
to cap it all, he was hopelessly lost. 

He sat disconsolately in the shelter 
of a whinbush, and complained aloud. 
“Ach! These impossible moors! For 
days I am in circles walking! Nuts 


and berries I am eating, and my 
stomach, she cries out even for prison 
food!” 

And then he heard it . . . far-off 
barking. His jaw set in a hard line. 
“So! They are after me again.” 

Richter wearily picked himself up 
and stumbled on, aimlessly, with 
hardly enough energy to drag his feet 
up the endless slopes and_hillocks. 
Now and then, he looked behind him, 
but even from the summits of th 
crests, there was no sign of pursuit. 

Then, almost when he’d made up 
his mind to sink down and surrender, 
he saw it before him . . . a wide valley, 
and the rushing waters of a river in 
full spate! 

Without a moment’s hesitation, 
Richter slithered down the slope and 
plunged thigh-deep into the torrent. 
Water that would kill his scent . . . 
water that would surely lead to some 
village or hamlet where he could lie 
up until nightfall, steal some food, 
start his flight afresh . . , 


“TKNOW it’s important not to 

waste any time,” thought Cathy, 
“but if only Sultan wouldn’t keep 
going quite so fast!” 

As though he'd read her thoughts, 
the Alsatian turned his head briefly, 
and said, “It’s getting stronger and 
stronger! He can’t be far ahead.” 

‘Then Sultan stopped, and sniffed 
round in circles for a while beneath a 
whinbush. “He’s rested here for quite 
a long time,” he observed. Cathy 
could see for herself that the grass 
was trampled and flattened. 

“Hang on a bit, Sultan,” she said. 
“J think I’d better report back to 
Lady Penelope.” 


Cathy took the lipstick-shaped 


radio transmitter from her pocket and 
twisted the base. At once it began to 
give a distinct bleeping. She looked 
over her shoulder and knew that 
somewhere behind, well out of sight, 
Lady Penelope would be receiving the 
signal and taking a bearing on it. 

Sultan was already galloping on 
ahead, and Cathy stuffed the trans- 
mitter, still turned on, into her 
knapsack and ran after him. It was 
heavy going, trotting over the broken 
ground, over the tussocks of grass, 
up and down hillsides. 

And then, almost before she realised 
it, she was over the rim of a hill and 
running down towards a swift-flowing 
river, and Sultan was padding about 
on the bank, using some language 
that definitely shouldn’t have been 
coming from a well-bred dog. 

“‘He’s gone to water,” the Alsatian 
complained. “He’s jumped into the 
confounded stream, and the scent’s 
disappeared!” 

The dog plunged into the river, 
and swam strongly across. But once 
he reached the other bank, he turned 
and shouted to Cathy not to try. 

“It’s all very well for a chap with 
shortish legs,” he called. “‘But there’s 
rather a strong undertow, and I don’t 
think you’d makeit very comfortably.” 

“Then where do we go from here?” 
asked Cathy, perplexed. 

Sultan took charge. “I’m faster on 
my feet than you,” he said. “You 
walk downstream, on your side of the 
bank, and I'll backtrack upstream, 
on mine. If I find nothing, I'll come 
galloping back to join up with you. 
Meanwhile, you’d better just keep 
your eyes open for broken grass, wet 
patches on the bank. That sort of 
thing.” He sniffed. “Humans can’t be 
expected to do any more than that.” 
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Then he was off, and Cathy, feeling 
just a little inadequate, began to 
walk slowly down beside the bubbling 
river, wondering whether she ought 
to have a Sherlock Holmes hat and a 
magnifying glass to help her on her 


way. 


[72 seemed ages before Cathy heard 
the call for help. She had been 
vaguely aware of the deeper note of 
the rushing water, the wilder bubbling 
of the torrent that indicated a weir 
or a waterfall ahead. “Is this grass 
bent?” she’d been asking herself. 
“Could this be a wet patch?” But 
now, as the faint calling broke into 
her thoughts, she began to hurry 
forward faster . . . and rounding a 
bend, she saw the figure in the middle 
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of the river, hanging desperately on 
to the branches of a weeping willow 
tree, the face and shoulders a centre 
of whirling foam as the current raced 
and rushed and disappeared over a 
tangle of rocks into the booming 
channel of a gorge. 

Cathy had never seen him before, 
but something told her it was Richter. 
The desperate, unshaven face . . . the 
gutteral cries for help . . . 

Without pausing, she kicked off 
her shoes and flung herself outwards 
in a headlong dive. She was a good 
swimmer, strong and confident, yet it 
required no effort on her part, for the 


current immediately bore her down 
on the helpless, exhausted man as 
though she were a piece of rushing 
driftwood. She had to clutch at the 
willow branches with one hand, locking 
the other into his collar. Otherwise, 
she herself would have been swept 
over the falls and into the gorge. 
Now she kicked and fought, and 


- pitted all her strength against the 


river, struggling as the white foam 
filled her mouth and blinded her eyes. 
Then the branch gave way with a 
shredding of leaves, and she tumbled 
over and over, Richter now on top, 
now below, and the sky and the river 
made lightness and darkness. 

There were vivid impressions of the 
sun, and the bank, and a tawny 
Alsatian launching himself into the 
water with legs spread and teeth 
bared... 


ATHY had looked down over the 
waterfall. She had seen the rocks, 


y far below. And the roar of the torrent 
/ was still there. 


But she lay on the bank, and her 
hand was still locked into Richter’s 
collar, and her dress was torn where 
Sultan’s strong teeth had dragged. 
Richter was unconscious, the dog was 
lying at full stretch, his tongue 
lolling and his breath coming in great_ 
gasps. And now Cathy was aware of 
running figures on the river bank... 
a woman in a pink dress, a man who 
looked like a chauffeur . . . men in 
blue police uniform. 

Then she was lifted gently to her 
feet, and Lady Penelope was facing 
her. Strong hands were on her 
shoulders, and behind her she heard 
the click of handcuffs on Richter’s 
wrists. She never really saw his face 
...and perhaps that was just as well. 

“You've done magnificently, my 
dear,” said Lady Penelope, and Cathy 
found herself glancing down at Sultan. 
The Alsatian lifted his head and gave 
a short, sharp bark. 

Yes—a bark. Cathy heard no more 
than a bark. 

She looked down at the little finger 
of her right hand, and the strange 
ring of twisted silver wire had gone. 

Lady Penelope saw too, and put 
out a hand to dab away the spot of 
blood where the violent current of 
the river rapids had torn away the 
band. 

There was nothing to say. Cathy 
walked slowly to the edge of the 
gorge, and looked down at the 
swirling white water, thinking of the 
weird talisman that her great grand- 
father had brought back from some 
far-off land beyond the sea. Now it 
was gone, and no search would ever 
find it. 

Behind her, Sultan barked again, 
and stood up. His tail wagged, and 
he seemed to look at Cathy with 
pleading eyes. 

Then, as if he understood, he 
turned and loped sadly away... 

THE END 


NEXT WEEK: A new story from Lady Penelope's top secret files... about a haunted house! 
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an episode of ATV’ 


PENELOPE INVESTIGATES 


[" was foggy over Loch Ness. The lake 
rippled in a cold wind and the trees 
were still bare. In the distance a long 
figure, dressed in wellington boots and 
an ankle-length mackintosh, waved to me. 
| glanced through my field glasses. 
Surely it couldn’t be Roger Moore, alias 
Simon Templar, alias the Saint .. . that 
fast car demon, that suave, elegant, 
handsome woman-charmer—dressed like 
a celtic yokel? 

“Hoots, mon,” shouted the yokel as he 
approached. “Chilly, isn'tit ?” His pseudo- 
Scottish accent didn’t fool me for one 
moment. He indicated the lake and the 
hills behind him by waving a home knitted 
glove in their direction. 

“The Saint's looking for the Loch Ness 
monster in this episode,” he shouted in 
my ear. | tooked, and in the distance | 
could see a small film unit assembling 
on the shores of the lake. 


DESOLATE 


We made our way to the caravan which 
serves as a dressing room for Roger 
Moore when he is filming away from 
home. Two pairs of wet trousers were 
steaming over a heater. It all seemed 
rather desolate. 

“Oh, this is nothing," exclaimed Mr. 
Moore, reading my disappointed expres- 
sion. "At Christmas we had to take one 
scene over and over again until it was 


right, and each time | had to leap into a 
frozen reservoir!” 

He took off his wellingtons and his 
mackintosh. Underneath the disguise he 
was wearing a beautiful grey suit and 
perfectly sculptured shoes. He now 
looked a little more like the Moore | had 
expected to meet. .. tall, fair and hand- 
some. He was also temporarily tanned 
from a flying visit to Majorca. 

“The Saint goes out on Spanish 
television," he said, “and | got the full fan 
treatment. Chased from the airport, 
bombarded at the hotel, people gabbling 
away in Spanish behind my back.” 

Spanish being the national language, 
this didn’t surprise me. 

“Yes, but they didn’t know | can speak 
Spanish like a native," he said cunningly. 
He also speaks Italian like a native, and 
English like a gentleman. 


CARTOONIST 


Roger Moore began his career as a 
cartoonist, but soon got the sack. “I 
wasn't any good,” he admitted cheerful 
in a silken voice that matched his suit. 

He had only just begun to act when he 
had to join the army. “It was war time,” 
he said. “That always makes me feel so 
old, perhaps | shouldn't have mentioned 
it. 
In 1952 he left England for America 
where he soon made a name for himself 
in Hollywood. He was- chosen to star as 
The Saint in 1962. After four years of the 
series it is hard to tell Moore from 
Templar. 

“I fit the character so perfectly, you 
see,” he said, smiling on one side of his 
face. “Handsome, witty, intelligent . 

| believed him. He's to take me to 
dinner next week .. . and | haven't got 
a thing to wear, unless Parker will lend 
me his long mackintosh and some 
wellingtons! 
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Get this great Zoom Album 


and start collecting ‘Famous Cars | picture cards 


Post the coupon, 
with a 1/- postal order, 
for your 14-page 

Zoom Picture Card Album. 
Be first to collect the 
fabulous series of 
full-colour picture cards 
of Famous Cars. There’s 
one FREE with every 
Zoom iced lolly! | 
P.S. look for the exciting = . i To get your Zoom Album just post this coupon 


: 2 if together with a 1/- postal order 
quiz at the back . é “Car Album” Lyons Maid Ltd., 
of the album. cier House, Hammersmith Grove, W.6. 
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‘LADY PENELOPE DRESSING TABLE SET . JEWELIERY $ 
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Lady Penelope dressing table set, all monogrammed Charming Lady Penelope jewellery set, 
with Lady Penelope's own initial. The set » ”] containing a pearl necklace, bracelet, hair 
includes an elegant hand mirror, hair brush x band and a ring which can be adjusted to ‘ 
and comb and a gorgeous powder bowl y cS \ fit any finger. 

decorated with an imitation orchid. 4g ann * The whole set is in 

The set comes in its own f \ ‘Penelope pink’ 

beautiful display box. f 


J. ROSENTHAL (TOYS) LTD. LONDON COLISEUM - ST. MARTINS LANE - LONDON - W.C.2 LIMITED SUPPLY IN SHOPS Now! 
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FOUR PIONEERS SET OUT TO EXPLORE THE UNKNOWN... AND ARE NOW LOST IN SPACE! 
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Robinson family are involved in 
a long bitter war between two 
planets. On Cettnam, Craig 
stands before the furious ruler, 
Togan... 
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Five-year-old Welsh terrier, Trixie, 
has had a contact lens fitted to her left 
eye! Her owners, Mr. and Mrs. 
Biddle of Glamorgan, paid for ‘the 
expensive operation after they noticed 
Trixie bumping into things. 


SHEEPDOG 
CHAMPIONSHIPS 


IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO HELP... 


Here aretheaddresses ofsome worthwhile 
organisations who aid distressed animals: 
THE BLUE CROSS, 1 HUGH STREET, 
LONDON, S.W.1. 

THE CANINE DEFENCE LEAGUE, 10 
SEYMOUR STREET, LONDON, W.1. 


R.S.P.C.A., 105 JERMYN STREET, 
LONDON, S.W.1. 


FAB 
AGENTS 


as) 


4F YOU WOULD LIKE 
TO JOIN 


... The Busy Bees Club, 
write to them at Hive 
Headquarters, 44 Palace 
Road, Bromley, Kent. A 
junior branch of — the 
P.D.S.A., the Busy Bees 
Club is run for animal 
lovers up to the age of 13. 
They will provide you with 
all the necessary informa- 
tion on the care of pets, run 
competitions and produce 
a monthly news magazine, 


AND THEIR DOGS 


Diane Marsh of Bradford with 
farry friend. 
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HERE'S a slick little town dress that 
will turn heads everywhere—even at 
the stuffy old Stock Exchange! 

It's got style... and no wonder! Because 
it's a special Kiki Byrne design for Alexander 
Green. Kiki is the girl who's being acclaimed 
as one of London’s most exciting young 
fashion designers. In America they are raving 
over her, and snapping up her dresses as fast 
as they can! This particular dress by Kiki is 
selling like mad over there. 

In heavy quality washable woven cotton, the 
dress is expertly cut on mod lines. The main 
colour is grey, with fine black check across the 
yoke and sleeves, and downward black stripes on 
the rest of the dress, all neatly topped with a crisp 
white collar. It sells in a size range from 24” to 36” 
length at leading stores all over the country. 

And look—there’s a pair of Clarks shoes to go with 
each of the 10, Kiki Byrne prize dresses this week! 
There are two styles to choose from, and they're des- 
cribed on the right. Please note the size range, but 
don’t worry about stating which size or colour you 
would like if you are a winner. Just state on the entry 
coupon which style. We shall give the winners special 
vouchers to take to their nearest Clarks stockists, so that 
they can pick their favourite colour and be sure of a 
correct fitting. 


DRESSES AND SHOES FOR 
THIS WEEK’S PRIZEWINNERS! <, 


LADY PENELOPE April 16, 1966 


h of the ten Kiki Byrne 


eacl 
either this ‘par-strap shoe, 


sh) or the criss-cross 
g-roh 11-14 2-54) ize range 
ae rmapove left, with its Kitten Bee evar 
swe Both these shoes oe ite, and have 
xi-1h seas brown, red, black and white, 
colours, 1 


strong solite soles. 


with 
i Clarks shoes g0eS 
ae aoe this week! Choose 


prize ye 
“Daisyfair (size- 
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Lady Penelope has a date with The Saint .. . 


HELP HER CHOOSE 
SOME EARRINGS 


ADY PENELOPE has “investigated Roger Moore, The Saint, this week, 

and the results of her investigation you can read on page 12. But the out- 
standing result as far as Lady Penelope is concerned is that The Saint has 
asked her for a date—they are to dine out a week on Saturday! 

For this special date, Lady Penelope will be wearing her most stunning 
outfit . . . including her tiara. The tiara (pictured here) is a family heirloom 
studded with diamonds. But something is missing . . . her earrings! 

Six styles of earrings are pictured below left, and for this week's competi- 
tion, with 10 prizes of Kiki Byrne dresses and Clarks shoes for the winners, 
you have to decide which pair of earrings will be most suitable for Lady 
Penelope to wear for her rendezvous with The Saint. When you have chosen 
the most suitable pair to go with the tiara, place the remaining five in order of 
preference. 

The earrings are lettered from A to F. If you think earrings D are most suit- 
able, write “D" in the 1st choice box on the entry coupon below, and so on. 

Then complete the sentence, “My first choice is best because . . .” in not 
more than 10 words. Fill in the rest of the coupon clearly with your full name, 
address and age, state the size of Kiki Byrne dress you would like if you are 
one of the ten winners, and the choice of Clarks shoe style, and post to the 
address marked on the coupon. 

In selecting the winners, the judges will also take into consideration age, 
neatness and originality of sentence completion. Winners will be notified by 
post, and names printed in LADY PENELOPE as soon as possible. CLOSING 
DATE: Tuesday, April 19, 1966. 

The rules for this competition are the same as the rules printed in previous 
issues. A full list of rules can be obtained by writing to the address given on 
page 2, and enclosing a ready-stamped, self-addressed envelope. 

The Editor's decision is final. No correspondence can be entered into. 

PLEASE NOTE: READERS MUST NOT ENCLOSE ANY OTHER 
CORRESPONDENCE, QUERIES OR PHOTOGRAPHS WITH THEIR 
ENTRIES. READERS WHO DO SO WILL BE DISQUALIFIED. 


<2 ee ey 


EARRINGS COMPETITION 


Name... 


Address .....ccccceee 


Age. 


In order of preference, my choice of 
earrings are: 


if I am one of the ten winners, | 
would like a Kiki Byrne dress In 
size.........and a pair of Clarks shoes 
in style Daisyfair/Pym (cross out 
the style you do not want). 


POST TO: LADY PENELOPE, 
CHOOSE THE EARRINGS COM- 
PETITION, 317, HIGH HOLBORN, 
LONDON W.C.99. 
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THERE’S ALWAYS MAGIC IN THE AIR WHEN THE ENCHANTING SAMANTHA IS AROUND! 


DARRIN HAS GOT BEHIND WITH 
HIS WEEKEND CHORES... BECAUSE / 
WANT 70 GET 
FINISHED BEFORE 
EER (SOLDA TRIES ANY 
YOU PAINTING OF HER TRICKS. 
$0 FAST? f 


BUT THERE IS NO ESCAPE FROM 
THE YOUNG NOVICE WITCH , WHO 
16 BEING TRAINED BY SAMANTHA! 


G07 70 CURE HER OF 
THIS MAMA FOR 
PRACTICAL SOKES. 


SEE! / SHOULD 
FIND IT IN THE 
SECTION ON REVERSE 


SAMANTHA LAYS 
HER PLANS 
CAREFULLY... (SOLDA, AS THG 18 YOUR LAST 
DAY OF TRAINING, LET'S HAVEA 

0 YES, HERE 17 15 Ga dermmalitst MCE, MORTAL LUNCH SOMEWHERE, 


EVEN THE HIGH COVEN a Che Wy, 
WHEE PEALE WBOLa THEN TAKE (MA FASHION SHOVE, 


REMEMBERING THIE ONE, 
$0/M SURE /SOLDA 
WONT HAVE HEARD. 


DEAR! THE FASHION 
SHOW STARTS (INA 
FEW MINUTES! 


SHE'S GOT THAT THAT 
MIBCHIEVOLUS LOOK MORTAL NEEDS 
of WHER EVE... GO WAITER, CONVINCINE../ 
HERE GOES! ARBADA-; ARE YOU SURE THIS 
4 18 CRAB S0UP?. 
mv, 
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ISOLDA 1§ STILL PUZZLED AS THEY ARRIVE AT THE SHOW... 


>= = 
WHAT HAPPENED 7 

4M CERTAIN / GOT 

THAT SPELL RIGHT! 


DESIGN AT ONLY THREE as 
THOUSAND DOLLARS! 


THESE BEATNIKG ARE 


SAMANTHA , / COULD 
EVERYWHERE! 


CRY! IVE NEVER BEEN SO, 
HLUMUILIATEDS 


NOW YOU KNOW 
WHAT 176 LIKE TO BE 


5 \ 
me WEARING THESE J 
woe 


BYE, BYE, 


SAMANTHA! THANKE 
> FOR HAVING ME. 


G000 LUCK, DEAR, 
LET ME KNOW WHEN 
YOU GET Youre 


WELL , THANK THE STARS YOU... 
HEY! MY PAINTS GONES / 


(lL TRY AGAIN/ 
SHES IN FORA SURPRISE 
WHEN SHE TAKES OFF 


SAM, WHATS GAHE SMUING 
ABOUT P WHAT 18 SHITE 


) (co 
by) | Wx 
178 ALL 
RIGHT, DARRIN/ 
1 UST WANT 70 
Bum 420206/5£ 02 


A ALL THOSE TRICKS 
—_— PLAYED ON 


»../ THOUGHT SHE 
ALE! WHAT DID 


1 REVERGED HER 
MAGIC POWERS! EVERY 
TIME GHE TRIED TO PUT 
A SPELL ON SOMEONE, 
SME BEWITCHED 
HERGELE INETEADL 


I'VE A FEELING < 
6 NOT WHAT 7 

SEEMS, DARRINS LETS. 
L00K OUTSIDE! 


HOUSE FORME! / COULDNT 
HAVE PAINTED 17 BETTER 
THOUGHT YOU SAID SAE MYVSELFY 
WAS CURED > 


VYIPEZE! SHE FINISHED THE 


AMM! SHE MIS6ED 


NOWCEY 


OUT THE MAIL-BOX! 5774, 
@ENMNOI BAD FO? 
A 
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THE FULL STORY ... HOW THE MYSTERIOUS AND BEAUTIFUL MARINA MAY NEVER SPEAK AGAIN 


f) 


GIRL 


Injured by a poison rock, Marina lies dying L 
in the city of Coonadas. Barinth, Aphony’s 
first minister, takes some Coonadan 
warriors to the evil Titan's laboratory to 
try to get the only cure. 


Ee ‘VZELLECT.., 
WE WILL DRAW. 
THEN FROM THE 


NO! THEY WOULD 
RAISE THE ALARM : 
AND MORE OF T/TAN'S. is 
WARRIORS WOULD COME! J : 5 o : @ 
THEN, FROM THE OTHER DIRECTION, ‘ ; 
THE THIRD WARRIOR FLASHES A 3 


L B POWERFUL LIGHT... 
1 ( NVESTIGATE Ve 
<\ 7HE ROC) 


IN COONADAS, MARINA'S 


; 0d GOUNDLESSLY, THEY FIND. CONDITION 18" UNCHANGED. 
iO 48: [2 THE LABORATORY STORE rar 
“N SEARCH... ~~ HOPE, youre mascary, Ys 
& WE HAVE TO. SHE HAE THREE MARINE 
> FUND THE MEDICINE, HOURS TO LIVE! LX 


TIME/S RUNNING 
OUT! | 


AND. SEDAC 
18 TWO OF THOSE 
WORE OIGTANT!, 


GET BACK... 
f AQUAPHIBIANE 
ESSA 406 APPROACHING!, 


IE SALINTH 
78 RETURNING 
WOW, (MARINA WiLL 
GE SAVED! 
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THE CONTINUING STORY OF LADY PENELOPE—WHO APPEARS IN GERRY ANDERSON’S TV PRODUCTION “THUNDERBIRDS” 


lady f PROTECTING HER FACE FROM 
( | THE MOUNTAIN, LADY PENELOPE |g 
z 3 H | REACHES EASIER GROUND... 
‘ ; | | f THE ENTRANCE 
te one OF4, 70 THE SCHOOL IS 
: , { aS | | AHEAD... [LL REST FOR 
: j A WHILE... | DON’T THINK 
et a ; er 3 MY LEGS WOULD 


GRIP NOW, PLL 
ae NEVER FIND SUPPORT ME YET. ,7 sal 


FOR AN HOUR, [= VE eile 
2 ley THERE'S ONLY 
7 1 LADY PENELOPE ION OF 
TER, RACING TO A CONCEALED POSITION BY UNSEEN, PENNY MAKES: [4 a Gein ONE SECTK 
ARISNES BURYING THE c LES AND THE ENTRAIICE TUNNEL, LADY PENELOPE HER WAY ALONG THE - j {feels WAITING, 74E. ACADEMY. 7 Have 
co, y SLPS PAST FRALILEIN ZADAINS GLIARDS.... NETWORK OF TUNNELS NOT INVESTIGATED... 
h AND CORRIDORS. 4 i FOR THE AND A METAL DOOR 
ae ] : if BoBeee. asics 7 nar 


ROCKETS, THE SOUND OF FOOTFALLS 
SEARCH HERE... 


MAKE HER REACT. 
HAS BEEN SEEN ‘al WITHOLIT A SNOWSHIP 
AT THE AIRPORT] NO-ONE CAN CLIMB 4 
THIS MOLINTAIN. 


WE ARE SAFE... 
THE Gil CAN 
PROVE NOTHING... 

BUT SEND SIX 

GUARDS DOWN 
THERE... VD STILL 
LIKE TO MAKE 
HER PAY FOR. 

THE TROUBLE 
SHE HAS 
CAUSED, 


Z A TUNNEL LEADS TO A -VALILTED CAVER' 


THE GUARDS UNLOCK 
THE HUGE DOOR AND ENTER DE SGT aE 
Perny Moves : \ SOMEONE \ NEARBY SHADOWS OFFER PROTECTION... ORES SICT ED Ais i ; 17'S SUPPER \/ APOLOGISE 70 
CAUTIOUSLY = \ y= (OCMING E - —— Wide: SORRY. THE PRISONER... 
; ( WUD BE 4 EP YOL/ SHE'S LLICKY TO 
THE /. : THE GIRL SEEMS. SS HOW KIND OF THEM ( 
qaweos = MET TERRIELE. 70 HAVE GIVEN US TO LEAVE THE DOOR MAING. WE BX GET ANY GRUB 
TEE CAUGHT THE SLIP... THE SEARCH, + OPEN... THEY MUST . EAMG ee) Ate! 


AREA... LX 5 
: j : ME NOW /, PARTY 1S HEADING FEEL VERY SAFE... 
" FOR THE VILLAGE, 


THEY RE 
BSOLIND TO FIND 
HER... M4 GLAD 
SHE'S NOT LIP 

HERE... SHE'S 
DANGEROUS, 


SUSAN/ 
; THANK GOODNESS 
__ aT (VE FOLIND YOU 
COME ON... LEAVE THE GUARDS FAIL TO NOTICE AT LAST! 
HER TO GROVEL FOR HER LADYSHIP. THE CLANG OF 
HER FOOD, | WANT | THE METAL DOOR CLOGNG 
SOME SLEEP. ECHOES AROUND THE CAVERN... 


YOU WANT? 

7 DON'T KNOW 
YOU! GO AWAY/ 
LEAVE ME IN 
PEACE! 


